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tapped hurriedly, persistently, upon the glass.
There was a hurricane out at sea,

Archer could not sleep,

Mrs, Flanders stooped over him, " Think
of the fairies," said Betty Flanders, " Think of
the lovely, lovely birds settling down on their
nests. Now shut your eyes and see the old
mother bird with a worm in her beak* Now
turn and shut your eyes," she murmured, " and
shut your eyes,"

The lodging-house seemed full of gurgling
and rushing; the cistern overflowing; water
bubbling and squeaking and running along the
pipes and streaming down the windows.

" What's all that water rushing in ?" mur-
mured Archer,

"It's only the bath water running away,"
said Mrs, Flanders,

Something snapped out of doors.

" I say, won't that steamer sink ?" said Archer,
opening his eyes,

" Of course it won't," said Mrs, Flanders.
"The Captain's in bed long ago. Shut your
eyes, and think of the fairies, fast asleep, under
the flowers."